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The night before I had 
not been able to place 
the feeling of familiarity 
that had come over me. 

It took until the next 
day that things clicked 
into place. The room that 
the innkeeper had given 
me was the same room 

that I had rented for so 
long the last time I’d 
been in Britain. The 
Sweet Dreams Inn had 

been the first place I’d 
thought of for us to 
lodge, and after all that 
was natural given how 
long I had stayed there 
before. What I had not 
expected was that the 
innkeeper would in fact 
remember me and give me 
that same room as she 

had so long ago. She 
teased me as we ate for 
thinking that I would not 
be remembered. My 
protests that I am not a 
very memorable person 

she swept aside with a 
well place harrumph. Even 
my brother joined up 

with her on that point, 
so I finally had to 
concede that I was in 
fact memorable. I still 


think that Alceeair was 
somewhat biased, given 
that he liked people to 
remember him. After all 
we had the same looks, 
being twins, even though 
he had taken to wearing 
his hair in that daft 
Mohawk style. From there 
we started looking to 
liquidate our ingots. Galein 
had been exaggerating the 
sales price of ingots, but 
we were still able to sell 
then for a very solid 
twelve gold each. There 
was also interest in our 
next shipment, and quite 
a bit of disappointment 
that there would not be 
one. We paid for an 
entire years rent at the 
inn so that housing and 
food would not have to 
concern us. At first my 
brother argued that we 
could better spend the 
gold elsewhere, but my 
points about having a 
place to call our own won 
him over. Alcteeair then 
pointed out that my habit 
of paying ahead was 
probably why the 
innkeeper remembered me 
since very few people 
look ahead quite that far. 
After that had been 
settled I took Alceeair 
with me and began looking 
for the trainer that had 
first taught me combat. 
Luck was with us, and he 
was staying in Britain. He 
had been wounded while 
fighting dragons, and was 
there because the healers 
in Britain were the best 
anywhere. He remembered 


me and agreed to give us 
some advanced training to 
help us. Under his 
direction we worked 
ourselves to the bone, 
and studied until our 
brains wanted to melt. He 
pushed us harder than we 
had ever been pushed 
before, and he did it all 
from a chair. It was a 
shock when we came in 

and he told us there 
would be no workout that 
day. We had learned 
everything he could teach 
us, and our skills were as 
polished as he could get 
them. There was only one 
other way in which he 
could help us out, and he 
warned us that it would 
be expensive. He knew 
many of the elite traders 
in magic items. Not the 
ones that you see 

hawking their wares on 
the street, but the ones 
that required you to have 
a reference from a 
previous client before 
they would so much as 
talk to you. They only 
dealt in high power and 
exclusive items, which 
made them very wealthy 
people. Even after 
someone was referred to 
them there was a 
considerable wait. They 
would run an investigation 
to ensure that you were 
trustworthy and wealthy 
enough for them to 

bother doing business 
with. Although my friend 
had referred us when we 
started our training, he 
told us that the 


investigations would take 
longer than normal 
because of how much we 
had moved around. We 

had months to burn 

before they would call a 
meeting with us. In the 
meantime, he suggested 
that we hone our skills in 
a place called Orc Valley. 
I already knew of it from 
the time of my Crusade, 
and my brother recognized 
it from my stories. I 
took a few days and 
meditated on the wisdom 
of returning to the place 
of my greatest failure. 
My brother knew what I 
had done there, though 
not about the Virtues 
saving me. He was 
considerate enough to 
leave me to my thoughts, 
and I sought him out to 
explain once I had made 
my decision. We would 
only fight the orc war 
parties, for there was 
much Valor in that. We 
would avoid their villages, 
and thus make the 
countryside safer while 
staying within the path 
of the Virtues. Alceeair 
agreed without comment, 
so we made the 
preparation to set out 
the next day. The trail 
to Orc Valley was so 
familiar, it was as if I 
had last walked them 

just yesterday. I led us 
to one of my old 
campgrounds, one that 

was suitable for ranging 
throughout the valley. It 
reminded me of my past 
mistakes, but did not 


bring me the fear or 
remorse that I had 
expected. Instead I felt 
of the righteousness of 
turning away from that 
path which I had taken. 
From camp we ranged 
throughout the valley 
destroying every orc war 
party that we came 
across. They must not 
have recognized me for I 
heard nothing of the 
Death of Orcs such as I 
had expected. I suppose 
that orcs live such short 
lives that just a few 
generations are enough 
for them to forget, and 

I did find some comfort 
in that. We could feel 
our skills growing, but 
slowly; they were no 
longer enough of a 
challenge for us. We 

knew that we needed to 
move on to something 
else, but we had little 
idea about where to go. 
One of our fellow 
warriors in the valley had 
an answer for us 

however. Not only did he 
know of a place, but he 
also had a scroll for the 
gate spell and he could 
send us there. I’m 
ashamed to say that we 
jumped on his offer 
without considering where 
we were going. In the end 
he cast the spell and we 
stepped through the gate. 
About the time the gate 
disappeared it occurred to 
me that I had no idea 
where the valley of the 
lizard men was located. I 
recognized none of the 


landmarks, and in short I 
had no idea about how to 
get home. There were 
however lizard men. Just 
about anywhere we looked 
there were lizard men. 

We learned a great deal 
in the killing of those 
creatures. The first thing 
we learned however, was 
that it is a very bad 
idea to gate into a war 
party of lizard men. We 
found their social skills 
to be quite rusty, and 
since a sword point in my 
chest is a reasonable 
excuse to be hostile, we 
killed them all. We 
continued in that vein for 
some weeks, since every 
time we ran into a group 
of the lizards, they 
proved themselves to be 
bad hosts. We eventually 
found a good spot to 
establish a base camp, 
and from there we 

taught the lizards that 
being bad hosts was 
terminal. It was when we 
started ranging south of 
our camp that we ran 

into the most infamous 
lady of the time. She 
called herself Mother 
Teresa, and she was a 
Dread Lady. We 
immediately braced 
ourselves for an attack, 
but it did not come. 

With great wariness we 
asked why she did not 
attack, thought we did so 
at shouting distance. She 
replied that she would 
only kill those who 
attacked her, even though 
she was so soaked in the 


blood of others as to 
appear red. She challenged 
us both, so we joined her 
in battle. Though we gave 
her some deep wounds, 

she killed us both before 
we had her even half 
dead. She rifced our 
corpses as we watched, 
then called out for us 

to appear to her. We 

did, and she then 
resurrected us. She 

told us we should go 
home, since we had 

not the skill to 
challenge her, and 

upon hearing that we 

knew not the way 

home, she created a 

gate for us. After 
stepping through that 
gate and finding 
ourselves in front of 

our inn in Britain it 
struck me that there 
could exist murders 

with honor. It was 
something I’d never 
considered. A new 

window of 

understanding had 

opened for me, and it 
would require much 
thought... To be 
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